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The day dragged on slowly, and at fouro^clock
Mr. Wren was glad to avail himself of the services of
a small boy who tools his place for an hour. It gave
him an opportunity of stretching his legs and getting
tea at one of those luxurious places of refreshment
known as an A. B. 0.

When Mr. Wren was again seated on his camp-
stool the friendly policeman came up to him.

lc Thought it was you, sir," he said pleasantly. " So
you^re going to see 'im ? There will be dirty work at
the cross-roads to-night ! ^

Some one laughed.

(c I don^t quite follow you."

ss You will ! ?) replied the policeman moving away
with a prodigious wink.

" The doors are open !?? said some one. The queue
surged forward, and in the intense excitement that
followed Mr. Wren, gripping his umbrella and camp-
stool firmly, found himself considerably jostled. At
the pay box a metal disc was thrust towards him. A
few moments later he occupied an excellent seat in
the pit. On his left sat the girl who had spoken to
him in such an immodest manner. She was rubbing
her opera-glasses with a minute handkerchief.
Having finished this operation she raised the glasses
to her eyes, adjusted the screw, and gazed intently
at the drop curtain.

" That '11 take in everything from here," she said
in an excited whisper, (c his beautiful hands and chest